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COLORS AND MUD - AND JAMES GOT MAD 


(Sequel to „Don't Trust The Dane") 


"Oh my god, what have | done to deserve this? .. This is the end of the world" 


My stomach abruptly began to hurt like a motherfucker and | was pretty sure a gastric ulcer was corroding 
rapidly my whole stomach. 


Maybe, my brain was disintegrating, too. | would have got a case of dementia and then Jason had to care 


about me, washing up my ass, change up my diapers, got me busted if | couldn't be stopped from running 


away without knowing the way back, or my name. 


Well, that won't be all too bad ‘cause then | won't got the meaning of the ongoing cackling of the annoying 
Danish gnome any longer. 


| really had to ask Jason if he would have nursed me in case of a sudden dementia 


But | was pretty sure he won't turn me down because he loved me. 


And all of that shit because of Kirk's and Lars’ extravagancy! 

It shouldn't been allowed that grown men could buy items to paint up their faces like clowns. You know - those 
idiots in the hospitals which got the little ones whine and cry in fear because those clowns used to look like 
fucked-up monsters. 


Such a behavior wasn't normal. 


Well, the Native Americans did their faces and bodies, too, but to criticize that would have been very narrow- 


minded, and | was more than open-minded and tolerant. 


My sweetheart Jason would have confirmed that fact without hesitation, and my baby knew everything about 


me. 


By the way, | didn't know everything about him because he always told me that some secrets gave an extra 
tingling touch to a good relationship, and | absolutely agreed. 


My baby always knew what was best for me! 
But now | nearly got a heart attack by seeing the both idiots as they made their appearance after having been 
in their dressing rooms hours for hours where they had annoyed their make-up-criminals. 


Jason sat in the chair on my right side, and | heard him gasping for air. He gripped my lower arm and dug his 
fingers into the skin. 


"Ouch!" | hissed. 
"Sorry". He loosened his grip. "But, please, tell me I'm hallucinating!" 
"You're NOT hallucinating’. 


"OH, MY GOD! Kirk looks like a drag queen! AWFUL! We are doomed, James. Doomed. Everybody will laugh about 


us, and they'll say we're a fucking bunch of fags ... 
"We ARE a fucking bunch of fags, Jason, darling!" 
"JAMES! That's not of common interest .. 

"You think?" 


| desperately sighed then rubbed my eyes while | still stared at the two parrots which paraded over the large 
set of the video. Kirk swayed his hips like a whore in a dark alley. Just a purse with glittering fake diamonds 
was to be missed. And - absolutely necessary - the high heels, of course. 


| gave a desperate groan. 


"Everybody is moaning and swearing because of the fucking Dane, who couldn't stop to talk people to death ... 
He might be an illegal immigrant and a criminal subject, too, that's what l'm suspecting .. And said Dane also 
couldn't stop to lick all over Kirk's face and ears or to ram his fucking tongue inside the mouth of the drama 
queen .. Also it's more than obvious that the Danish gnome is drooling behind his drum kit, just by staring at 
the fucking lead guitarists - who looks like a slut, by the way - leather clad ass while his cock is nearly 
bursting out of his fucking Calvin Klein boxer shorts he insists to wear on stage ... By the way, Kirk can't be a 
drag queen ‘cause he forgot his fake tits and he didn't wear one of his fucking expensive evening dresses, or a 
pair of his numerous high heels .. Qoooohhhhl IT IS AWFUL! They are fucking sluts .. With fake tits and evening 


dresses, or without. Whatever. It's all the same. | guess, the end of the world is near". 
| gave another groan and hung my head. 


Jason patted my arm and nodded. He stroked my hand then the nape of my neck. | loved to feel his fingers 


caressing my skin there. My Jason always knew how to caress me. 


| always knew how to fuck him stupid. 


"The Danish gnome must have done one line of coke after the other since hours", | murmured. "Otherwise he 
would have noted that somebody had covered him up with blood ... He looks like he's got slaughtered up. 
AWFUL! .. OH, MY GOD! JASON! Do you think that they mixed up that disgusting blood with semen?" 


My heart started to race, and | couldn't swallow any longer because my mouth got completely dry all of a 
sudden. In panic and horror | stared at Jason. 


"Ssshhhh .. Baby, calm down .. ssshhh. It's just red color, no blood. And no semen’, he hastily whispered, 
scanning around to look if somebody of the film crew or the actors or other personnel had noticed my panic 


and our dialogue. 


But nobody was interested in our asses. 
They all hopped around the both parrots, especially around the red colored parrot who was able to speak but 
didn't know how to stop the speaking. 


The other parrot shimmered in multiple colors and had been marked with metal rings and knobs, probably to 
make it easier to localize him if he got lost. This parrot wasn't able to speak much but he seemed to be 


extremely fascinated by mirrors and other shiny and polished surfaces. 


"| never should have written UNTIL IT SLEEPS .. | should have known that Lars and Kirk would violate him. This 
is AWFUL", | moaned, already deeply exhausted. 


"I totally agree, baby. You are so right. They are disgusting, and we have to do something against their bad 
manners", Jason told me in a very low tone. "I thought hard about this problem .. Well, there might be a way 
to get out of the dilemma ..." 


"Yeah? Really? You know how to get out?" 


| glanced at my sweet lover, and my eyes must have been full of hope like those of a kid by the sight of its 
presents under the Christmas tree. 


Jason pleasantly smiled at me and busied himself now to stroke my cheek. Then he quickly kissed me on my 
nose. 


This was so sweet. 


"We have to kill them", he hoarsely whispered. "But it has to look like an accident. Well, what do you think about 
visiting the Grand Canyon? We haven't seen the Canyon for ages now, and | think Metallica should support the 
government to keep all of our beautiful and famous national parks in best state. There would come in a shitload 
of money if Metallica just would show up .. Wouldn't that be nice of us? Too bad that Lars and Kirk use to get 
all dizzy and vertiginous if they have to stand at the edge of the canyon .. Or we could do a trip through the 
Valley of Death, and, well, in the middle of nowhere the car would break down and we wouldn't have enough 
water, so you and | - gentlemen as always - would take just a small amount of the water for us, and tell Lars 


and Kirk we would try to cross the valley to call up help because we have more power. In the meantime they 
could die of thirst .." 
‘Oh, baby! We would die of thirst, too", | protested. 


"Not at all, darling", Jason said, grinning. "We just have to depose large supplies of water along our route 


BEFORE we'll start the tour, and we could sleep during the days and walk during the nighttime without hurry". 
| scratched my head and thought about it. 


"Not bad", | had to admit. "Really, not bad, baby. You have great abilities for a criminal, especially for a cold- 


hearted murderer with phantasy’. 


"Thank you, James, darling", Jason replied and smiled at me. "I have another idea. Something very classical. We 
could get their feet cemented - Lars’ into one of his bass drums - and get them a nice diving holiday, maybe 
somewhere at the deeper parts of the oceans ... Kirk always complains that he hasn't enough time for diving. 
Of course, there won't be oxygen cylinders”. 


"JASON!" 


| quickly slapped my hand over my mouth to stop me from yelling again but couldn't stop myself from 
elbowing Jason. 


"Are you fucking crazy" | then whispered. "There won't be a chance to get them to that part of the ocean 
without being noted". 


"The pilots of the plane afterwards had to die, too, of course", Jason said and grinned sadistically. 
| started to giggle. My Jason is always so funny. 


By the way, he looked fantastically with all that eyeliner and mascara, and, of course, with his naked upper 
body. 


| licked my lips. 
Then | noted that he stared at me, too. He had his eyes half shut now and his lips slightly parted. 
| nearly fainted. 


"Do you know what | would like to do now?" he asked in THAT certain tone - you know what | mean. 


All of a sudden | noted that | had bought my pants one or two sizes too small AGAIN. 
My eyelids dropped, too, and | dreamily and hungrily looked at Jason, slowly licking my lips to wet them. 


"| guess | know, babe", | said in my sexiest tone, making Jason's eyelids flutter. "Lets ask the both crazy 
parrots if we could do our takes first to get them more time for their color-art .. Then | want you to keep all 


that mud on your sexy body and we'll drive home as fast as possible, and then I'll fuck your brains out". 


